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The beautiful simplicity 
of putting one foot in 
front of the other.
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appreciated siesta, we would arrive at a camp spot, selected 
from Musallem’s mental database of stunning places to sleep. 
As is the human need to shelter around or next to something, 
the locations were often in the lee of a cave or escarpment, 
or tucked away in a canyon, bestowing our campsite with an 
unexpected coziness. Camels were unloaded, rugs and blan-

kets laid on the ground, the fire lit, 
the tea made, vegetables chopped, 
and by the time night fell, we were 
shimmying into our sleeping bags, 
pleasantly tired and sated. We 
had not brought tents, prefer-
ring to sleep under the stars, and 
although the nights were cool, 

sometimes requiring us to sleep fully clothed, our reward was 
to awake to a celestial dawn each morning, rather than a sheet 
of colored nylon. 

Christmas Day came and went, celebrated with a few 
miniature bottles of whiskey we’d somehow managed to sneak 
into our luggage. By now our mental clocks and calendars had 
become fluid; we were happily losing track. In one sense, each 
day was the same, but in another, they varied enormously as 
the infinitesimal detail of the landscape changed around us as 
we walked, giving each day its own flavor, color, and texture. 
We noticed everything, all senses alert to our surroundings. 
We had found our rhythm; we were in the groove—it was al-

most a mechanical movement now. It seems the human body 
likes to walk. 

Our journey ended with a long straight trek down a wide 
riverbed, the camels strung together in a caravan, leading us 
back to the sea and the beach camp of Ras Abu Galum. Here 
we jumped aboard a motorboat and were soon powering back 
to real life. The roar and surge of the outboard in the water 
was a thrill, but the change of pace was a shock to the system. 
Dahab, a few miles down the coast, loomed like Las Vegas 
with its restaurants, hotels, hustlers and hawkers, and hordes 
of pink-skinned Germans and Russians escaping their winter 
gloom. 

The next morning, we awoke walled into the unsettling 
comfort of a hotel room, a plastered ceiling for the sky, a 60-
watt lightbulb for the sun (although we all agreed that the 
shower was welcome). Upon waking, I was struck by the re-
alization and then, the unexpected disappointment: I didn’t 
have to walk anywhere today. 

I was surprised to find I was going to miss the slow, medi-
tative movement, but it was good to know that it is possible to 
be both a hiker and a biker.

A timeless scene. The camel train arrives 
at our camp spot for the night.

We had not brought tents, 
preferring to sleep under 
the stars, and although 
the nights were cool, 
our reward was to awake 
to a celestial dawn 
each morning.




